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Vand. Ift polftble mo fooner got but loft, the diueli take 
Anthenor, the young Prince, wili go maddc , a plague vpon 
Anthenor. I would they had brok's neck. 

Enter Crejf. How ttow?what s the matter? wha vvas heere? 

Vand. Ah,a'n ! 

Cref. Why figh you lo piofoundly,\\her’$my Lord?gone? 
tell mefweeccVnclc,whats the matter. 

* 

Pdw.Would I were as deepe vnder the earth as l am aboue. 

Cref. O theGods,whats the matter ? 

P and. Pray thee get thee in : w'ould thou hadft nere been 
borne.I knt^v thou wouldeft be his death. O poore Gentle, 
man, a plague vpon zAnthenor. 

Cref. Good vnckle,I beiceeh you on my knees, whats the 
matter ? 

P and. Thou muft be gone wench, thou muft be goneithoa 
art chang’d for Antbenor. Thou rruft to thy father and bee 
gone from Trojim, twill behis death, twill bee his bane, hee 
cannot bearc it. 

Cref. O you immortall Gods, I wili not go. 

Vand. Thou muft. 

(fref I will not.Vncle. I haue forgot my father, 

] know no touch of confanguimtie,; 
Nokinne,nolorie,nobioud,naf6uief<5heeremc 
As the fweete Iroyhu . Q yobgods diuine. 

Make Cre/Jeids name the very crowne of falfehood, 

]f euer fhe leaue Troyl^.Time, force and death. 

Do to this body what extreames you cane 

But the ftrong bafe.andibuilding ofmy loue, . -' : ■ - 

Is as the very center of the earth* - 

Drawing all things to it. He go in and weepe. 

P and. Do, do. 

Cref. rearemy bright haire,&fcratch my praifed checkers, 
Crack rny clcare voyce withTobs,and breaks my heart, 
With founding TrayJ/tt:l wall not gofrom Tfoy. 

Enter ParufFro)b.Axeas]Deipbi)b,Avth,Dio})iede!, 

Tar. It is great morning, and the hourepre'sxt, 

Fprher dehuery eo esas vaKantGreeke,, 

Comes folk vpon. : good tny brocket nfaqflm ' 
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efTroylus and Creffeidx . 

Tell you the Lady what fhc is to doe, 

And ball her to the purpofe. 

Troy • Walke into her houfe, 
lie bring her to the Grecian p relent ly.- 
And to his hand whea l deliucrher, 

Thinke it an altar, and thy brother T roylus 
A pried: there offring to it his owne heart. 

Paris. I know what tis to loue. 

And would, as I fhall pitty I could helper 
Pleafe you walke in my Lords? 

Enter Pandartts and (frefeida. 

Tan: Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cref. Why tell you me of moderation? 

The greife is fine, full, peifedt that I tafte. 

And violenteth in a fence as ftrong 

As that which caufeth it,howkan 1 moderate is? 

If I could temporize with my affcdlions,.. 

Ocbrew it to aweakeand coulder pa'lat, 

The like alayment could I gi u e my griefo 
My loue admittes no qualifiing drofle. 

No more my griefe in fuch a precious Ioffe. 

Enter Troy /us. 

Van. Here,hcrc,hcre he comes,® fweete ducks. 

Cref Oh Troylusfreylits. 

Pan. What a paire of Ipedlacles is here,lct me embrace too, 
Oh heart, as the goodly faying is , Oh heart , heauy heart, 
why fighft thou without breaking .'where hee anfwersa- 
* gaiue,becaL'fe thou canft not eafe thy fmart by fricndfhippe 
nor by fpeakmg rtherewas neuer a truer rime. Letvs caft a- 
way nothing, for wee may litie to haue need of iuch a verfe. 
We feeit,we fee it,how now' lambs? 

Troy, frefid I loue thee in fo ftrain’d a purity. 

That the bleft Gods as angry with my fancy : 

More bright in zeale hen the deuotion, which 
Cold lippes blowto their dieties,takethee from me. 

' C re f- Haue c he Gods euuy? 

Van I,I,I,I,tis to plainea cafe. 

Qref And is it true that J muft go from T toy? 
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